THE AMERICAN NOVEL

ican army, with his brisk stories of field and camp and military
post. The historical novel, for which Howells and James cared
so little, suffered some neglect, though Ben-Hur belonged to
that form and A Connecticut Yankee burlesqued it; John
Esten Cooke worked in it till his death in 1886; Marion Craw-
ford handled past and present with almost equal ease; and at
the end of the decade several writers began to point forward
to the historical-romantic best sellers which crowded the nine-
ties. The older fashion of sea talcs and foreign adventure,
now fallen into abeyance, had been succeeded by the milder
comedy of international manners, as handled by Howells and
James and, more humorously, by Mark Twain.

Novels of foreign life might have flourished if it had not
been for the zest with which the rarer materials of existence
were hunted for at home. The contrast of the old and new
Californian civilizations led Helen Hunt Jackson to write one
of the most moving of American romances. In A Century of
Dishonor (1881) she had begun her indictment of the United
States government for its treatment of the Indians. In
Ramona (1884) she carried the indictment into fiction. What
Uncle Tom's Cabin had done to make known the wrongs of
the black slaves, Ramona attempted to do for the red wards
of the nation. It was no longer possible to take Fenirnore
Cooper's attitude toward the Indian as a romantic figure of
the past; since Cooper's day there had been the wars with
the Sioux and the massacre of Custer. Mrs. Jackson eluded the
difficulty by making Ramona, the heroine, and her Temecula
husband Alessandro so near to high caste Mexicans in color
and nurture that their wrongs as Indians seem hardly typical
of the real grievances of their unfortunate race. They suffer
little more from the invading Yankees than do the proudest
Mexicans. Indeed, the true conflict and injustice occur be-
tween the old Californians, Indian or Spanish, and the preda-
cious vanguard of the Anglo-Saxon conquest. For Mrs, Jack-
son California had been a splendid paradise of patriarchal